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complications in Ghanapur, their engagement should be
secret.
Again Durrant took Olga in his arms and repeated
what he had told her many times during the previous
twelve hours, that he was in love with her. For the
time being he was, but for the time being only, To
Olga this love affair was so important that to safeguard
it she would have relinquished even her ambition to
become a famous pianist. To Durrant it was merely a
charming episode, a pleasant pastime, but one that he
would never let interfere with his prospects and the
accomplishments of his projects. Unaware of Durrani's
perfidy, Olga sat at peace beside her lover, while the
bloated lemon moon, that appeared in its swollen
condition to be about to fall out of the sky, flooded the
pagoda with a strong yellow light, imbuing the sculp-
tured limbs with strange vitality, spiritualized, elusive.
When they reached the palace, Olga was surprised to
find the staircase leading to her suite in darkness.
Durrant appeared to share her astonishment, and sought
Ram Lai. The butler explained with much sakaming
and many apologies that he had been obliged to shift
Qlga's possessions from the visitors* wing, because some
European friends of His Highness had telegraphed that
they were arriving unexpectedly at Ghanapur early next
day. Hearing that the piano had been shifted, Olga did
not worry over the change, but Durraat feigned appre-
hension about the rooms that had been allotted to Olga,
Ram Lai persisted that they were as comfortable as those
which Missie Sahib had vacated.
" Let's go and see them, anyway," said Durrant to
Olga. " If you don't like them, 1*11 try to get them
changed for you in the morning."
Ram Lai led the way to the far end of the veranda
where he opened a door through which Olga had neve*
passed before.
" Don't be frightened, darling. My rooms are on this
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